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5 BY A 
BRITISH SAILOR, 
| WHEN enn IN THE 


PRISON OF QUIMPER, 


IN FRANCE. 


| — * Mew many bleed, 

by ſhameful variance betwixt Man and Man. 

How many pine in want, and dungeon glooms; \ 
Shut from the commoa air, and common uſe 

Of their own limbs.” 2 'TrOMSON. 
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Tar. 0 mere written by al 
17186 $EAMAN, while in priſon at Quinn 
und were communicated to the EpiTox þ 


Friend, who had himſelf, been eighteen moni 4 IB 
FO priſoner in France. The feelings alone, of Mus leav 


5 der, are appealed to for aſcertaining | 
22 merit. But it is believed, that the Pokus. 
AKnerion Saiton, Written within that pri 
which was the. ſcene of fo much diftreſs tol 
je Spie countrymen, and in the. midſt of th 
. miſeries which ſo n any have reaſon to dep 
=. --wull be eſteemed curious. and intereſting. 1 
WE = " EmiToR has juſt to add, that a very: few alt 
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* 1 to Lis” which probably "ih valour 
ech, merely from the incorreQuneſs u bois 


8 ie dan inthe roar oem incou 
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oof 14 | Burraix' s Guardian Cenis, * 
is leave thy ſons fo „„ 
crop neglected and unwept 3 wal 
cache ſilent grave: | 
rl pine amid diſeaſe and want, 

0 cruet” Gal ee 

1 in Deatk's darkeſt night they fall, 
7 fall, to riſe no d e 


alt 2s | I. 

ee the ſons of NBT TUxk, bold, 
n WS v210ur long renown'd, _ 

a helpleſs as the new born 2 5 


da the cold hard ground : 

0; tho? they've fac'd the batte s rages 
i ſeas, and tempeſts wild, 

daom'd; alas! at Tall to be 

me uloge, foird.”* 
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Oh! many a father's tender heart, 
And many a mother's too, 
And many a widow'd helpleſs wife 
Shall QulurER“s priſon rue: 
For many a youth, of promis'd bloom, 
And many a huſband dear, 


Far, far, from Bx1Tain's friendly hor 


Died friendleſs victims here. 


2 

Three thouſand men were in its walls, 
Once active, ſtout, and well, 

But ere three months were paſt and gone 


Pull fifteen hundred fell! 


Whilſt, with dejected downcaſt eyes, 
Weak, languid; ſtarv'd, and pale, 


The ſad ſurvivors ſcaree bad ſtrength 


To tell the mournful tale. 


n 
Whilſt life% s warm blood flows through 0 
And grief affords a tear, | 
Stil ſhall I weep thoſe hapleſs ſcenes 
Which I have witneſs'd here. | 
_  Whilft one idea laſts, and ſenſe. 


$ ; | X Of wrong, my heart can ſwell, 


PI ne'er forget that land in which 


7 95 M gallant comrades fell. 
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hat ey 
0 ſee ſc 


THE SCENE OF WOE. 


I. 


TELL of QUIMPER's gloomy walls, 
64LLIA's deſolated land, 

here many a BRITOx“s ſpirit calls 

r vengeance on the unfeeling band, 

here ENGL AN D's nobleſt, brighteſt ow” 
as baſely trampled by the foe: 

hat eye but wept, what heart but W 
d ſee fo _— a ſcene of woe. | 


: II. 

here, many a youth who e“ ry clime 

ad rang'd, and battle's dangers prov'd, 
roop'd, like the freſh roſe in its prime 
ranſplanted from the ſoil it lov'd, 
npitied pin'd, unpitied died, 

npitied doom'd to earth to go t— 

hat eye but wept, what heart but fighth 
q ſee ſo deep a ſcene of woe, 
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III. | 
There, void of honour's facred tie, | 
Or of the feeling heart's reproach, 

They view'd, unmov'd, the victims die; 
Unmorv'd, beheld their pangs approach, 
Unmor'd, beheld them fide by ſide 
Expos'd to the rude blaſts that. blow : 

What eye but wept, what heart but ſigb'd, 
To ſee fo deep a ſcene of woe. 


N ne ee ox 
There, long the pale ſurviving few, ith ſtru 
The ſaddeſt garb of ſorrow wore, d man 
Whilſt reund them noxious vapours flew, Wh been 
And cold and hunger pierc'd them ſore. hen ca 
The calls of nature unſupply'd, whic] 
To dogs and carrion forc'd: to go: ine B 
What eye but wept, what heart but fache My ſor 
70 ſce lo deep a ſcene of woe. 
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THE CARTEL. 


Tune Mary's Dream. 
I. 
ONG had the victims pale, of war, 

th ſtruggles bard, keen hunger born, 

d many a gallant BxrTisH Tax 
„been from life's bright precinCts torn, 
hen came the long expected day, | oF 
which, whilft round the tidings fle, 
vine BRITANNIA ſeem'd to ſa r, _ > 
d, u ſons ſhall weep no more for me.” 


| N | NY 
be meagre, pallid cheek of woe, \ 7 nl 
uk'd with the traces of deſpair, | | 
cerves once more HEAL TH's roſy dien 
d happineſs fits ſmiling there 
tilt, oh! how ſweet, he hopes to hear 
Il ſoon, from pain, from ſorrow free, 
te part'ner of his boſom dear, 
, © How I've 1 and mourn'd He & tee,” 
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; 5 Otte,: as ls Cd r goes 3 
Amid the ſweefs of feſtive cheer, | 
Sad, ſhalt thou tell of thoſe who fell, 


When to his longing eyes appears Y 
The chalky cliffs of Bx1Tain's fare, 


Ahl how his trembling boſom fears 


To find his love is true no more; I 
But how he'll bleſs the happy day, 5 4 


When, in his arms, from danger free, 


He hears her, fraught with tranſport, ſh 


% Ah! how I've wept and mourn'd for thety 


- 46 4 
No more his mean, diſhonour'd foes | 2 
Shall ſhare him out his portion ſcant, 


No more ſhall rob him of repoſe 
With inſults keen, and pining want? 


Heed not the frequent briny tear 3 
Thou 't ſhed, my Friend, mayhap choel 


Theſe ſavage foes within thy pow'r,— 
00 RN never may uct > weep. like thee" 


SON. 


And ſpare their er ſhades a tear 


Which, bov' ring ſtill oer the lovd cine 1 
[| - Muſt wourn their fate was ere to be 


_ Murder'd on G41L 1478 Phys ſhore, 
0; Bn, AIN 5 in ee, 7 5 5 
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